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“Absolutely anything" translated to crackfic with some sort of plot.. and combining members across a 
multitude of bands -three of which have some notable historical connections and odd details in common - 
resulted in a less-serious play on the Life As We Don't Know It "lapse", without repeating the whole storyline 
there to describe how such a place works, so rather than everyone being in an 1983 state of mind, somehow, 
this happens in ‘83.. and for good fun, a bit of inspiration from "No Exit", which was something | read during 
one of the most chaotic periods of my junior year of high school (only fitting when these four are in rather 
chaotic eras). Well, | can't see who this prompt is intended for on the new site format until the reveal, so | 
can't make a personalized author's note as | have in years past, but | have my suspicions narrowed down to 
three different users here. Thanks for giving me an excuse to get into the heads of some fun characters, two 
of which I've been wanting to try for sometime but haven't had the time to do so for myself (when I'd much 
sooner make time to write them for a prompt) -and Merry Ficmas -who are you? (Pun fully intended, in good 


fun, of course.) 


"This is peculiar. To say the LEAST. And that goes without even ATTEMPTING to consider an explanation of 
this." 


Roger Waters looked about his unfamiliar surroundings he'd found himself in, which felt oddly familiar, despite 
that they absolutely should not have. 


His current experience was some odd combination of one of the trips he'd joined Syd on in the earliest days of 
what was now in his past, and a few of the twisted, psychologically symbolic dreams most people tended to 
have on occasion -some more than others. Roger believed himself to be in that category of having more. Of 
the ones he'd had that resembled the setting, most prominent were dreams of being present at what was 
intended to be either his house, or a house belonging to someone he frequently spent time with; however, it 


wasn't, as the house in the dream bore no resemblance to current or past houses he'd ever known in reality. 


This was supposed to be a combination of Nick's house, Syd's house, and the studio they'd once worked in, 
certain elements from each joined together in modular sections through doorways off a central hallway, except 
it had very little in common with any component. It was also umnervingly empty in the room he'd first found 
himself aware in, though at least he'd yet to stumble upon a few left-behind, vaguely familiar objects in 
cringeworthy states of disrepair. That sort of symbolic dream he'd become too familiar with as of late was 
worse even without becoming a bewildering reality, and nothing he ever wished to experience in full conscious 


control, even for the sake of having more control to chase curiosity and meaning. 


Thankfully, the only broken item was an unfamiliar lamp and guitar amp in the module representative of Syd's 
house, beside which was an unconsumed dose of acid -and that on its own was plenty enough for Roger to see, 


despite being nothing out of the ordinary for the time. 


He'd first thought himself to be alone, though passing through a door at the end of the hallway of familiar- 
yet-unrecogrizable rooms into a longer, wider hallway, he startled a man of the same first name as he 


emerged from a door on the opposite side, abruptly bringing them face-to-face. 


"WELL!" Roger Daltrey almost shouted. Lack of volume control combined with the eerie silence of the hallway 
seemed to startle himself as much as it did Waters, who fixed him with some odd combination of a glare and a 


smirk. 


"I'm SORRY!" he declared, almost sounding more offended and flustered himself than apologetic for the chance 


he might have made anyone else feel such ways. 


"That was quite the graceful entrance," Waters quipped, only feeling kind enough to hold back crueler teases 
with the realization that Daltrey either had some knowledge of the place he didn't that would be worth 


obtaining, or was just as disoriented by it all. 


‘I'd like to see anyone ELSE attempt to have one!" Daltrey pushed an errant, curled lock back from his 
forehead. "In this situation, anyway. I've woken up in this odd place with no account of how | got here. It 
feels awful familiar, though it shouldn't, because it doesn't look like anyplace I'VE ever been! I've spent a 
bloody hour looking everywhere down this hallway I've come from, and | can't find me band mates at all, or any 
of their belongings in some room that appears to be a studio that | reckon is intended to be ours -and a sad 


excuse at that when it's got no signs life ever touched it when | would sooner expect it ripped half apart. 


Funny enough, the one sign of any of them is that one of the toilets is broken -looks just like when Keith used 
to throw explosives down the trap, and a great, fuckin’ mess of water on the floor to clean up because of it, 


too -but then he CAN'T be here when he hasn't been with us in some time anyway!" 


Are you finished? HI wait; | wont have my own thoughts interrupted by hysterical shouting. Waters stood back 
in the doorway he'd come through, chin tilted up and gaze pointed down, watching Daltrey through narrowed 
eyes beneath quirked eyebrows as the latter paused his frantic rant to catch his breath. 


"And then the first person | finally lay eyes on is someone I've only met in passing once or twice!" 


"| could say the same myself, though it was a lamp and a guitar amp rather than a toilet | found damaged," 
Waters finally proceeded "Since it seems you're not experiencing anything too far removed, | suggest you 


watch your tone if you want any help from me." 


"I didn't ask for it," Daltrey muttered, huffing and turning a shade darker in the cheeks, implying a silent, 
begrudging, ‘how did you know I wanted help? 


"Why would you have bothered to tell me everything if you weren't going to ask?" Waters looked Daltrey in 
the eyes expectantly. 


Brief silence hung, save for the roar of heavy rain pounding the roof above them, occasionally swelling louder 


as the precipitation blew over in windblown sheets. 


"Well, then," Waters finally continued, giving way to a brief smirk. "We both know where we've come from 
here, and it's about the same for both of us. Let's see where this leads to. It's not like there's much else to 
do for the moment, so let's also take our time and see if there's anything we can find that can tell us 


something about wherever the fuck we are. Anything at all; any small detail along any inch of this hallway." 


"If there even is anything," Daltrey huffed, taking in the sight of the main hallway Waters motioned him to 


follow into. 


There were plenty of retorts to that statement Waters could have been made, but for once, he decided to 
exercise the kindness not to say them -at least not right away. The circumstances were disorienting, to say 
the least. Someone with a smaller capacity of wit might have been discouraged, particularly when the hallway 
they were entering with the intent to search was even emptier than those they'd come from, and non- 
descript at a glance, save for a row of windows along one side, and some shoddy trim-work in the joint 


between the walls and the ceiling. 


He had to admit, at first he wasn't any more certain that he would find anything telling in this first segment 
of the hallway, though he did his best to conceal it, striding forward, the tile making every footstep sound a 
bit too loudly with nothing in the way of the sound ricocheting off every surface. 


| reckon you've never seen this part before, either?" asked Daltrey, rapidly turning around in place, gazing in all 
directions with no true focus to his search, aside from maybe the tops of the walls. Even he winced at his 


own words, as they, too, bounced off the very blank surfaces spinning before his eyes. 


"Why would | waste time wandering about aimlessly if | had?" Waters retorted, also glancing around without 
any intended destination as he walked about. Unlike Daltrey, he went slow, pausing to search the few details in 
the walls that became visible on closer inspection, and letting his features contort in thought as he examined 


each one critically along the solid wall to their left. 


Let me see.. Tracing the slightly uneven texture of the dingy, off-white painted walls, he could discern bricks 
that had been concealed by placement of cheap joint compound over the mortar lines. Some of it had broken 
down and chipped out, allowing a few individual bricks to stand out. Most of the exposed bricks only had a 
singular corner uncovered, though four were left with edges visible all around. Of those four, two appeared to 
be delaminating, with cracks around the mortar around them. Indeed loosened from the structure, they 


shifted slightly when Waters pressed his fingers against them. 


"Quite interesting, only four allowed to fully stand out, two somewhat separated or in the process of 
separating, if that's of any meaning," Waters noted, before turning to look behind himself with a glare. 


"Will you stop spinning in circles before you get dizzy or make yourself ill? | won't be troubling myself to help 


you if you do; you'll have done it to yourself." 


Daltrey stopped in his place, nearly tripping over his own two feet and swaying dangerously as he broke 
confused inertia Traces of a pout tinted his features visible beneath the shadow his fringe of curls cast over 
his face -to which Waters had to exercise great restraint not to sigh and roll his eyes, so not to end up 
looking every bit as dramatically indignant. 


"Oh, for pity's sake. Make sure you're not about to go staggering into walls like an idiot, and then come along 
with me. Have you noticed anything yet?" 


"Not much in particular yet," Daltrey admitted, stretching arms out at his sides and looking dazed for a couple 
of seconds, before taking a few steps forward and deciding he was steady enough, then looking up and down the 
hall in a more focused, linear pattern, rather than mainly at the decorative molding at the joint between the 
wall and the ceiling, and a suspended light fixture that must have been intended to be a chandelier, though it 
was oddly shaped, and it hung crooked. A few broken, crystal pieces on it refracted light and made a couple of 


rainbow splotches on the ceiling. 
Waters smirked and exhaled a silent laugh. 
"Tell me when you do, now that you've finally taken up a search pattern with a strategy." 


"Do these windows seem.. dark to you?" Daltrey paused before providing his suggestion 


The windows did seem somewhat off in appearance. ‘Dark’ perhaps wasn't the perfect explanation, but was the 
most straightforward description. Everything out the window seemed colder, appeared tinted darker, and the 
contrast between the trees outside was lowered beyond what could be justified by the blur of windblown 
raindrops clobbering the glass. Something about it sucked all the warmer hues of light away. 


"The glass is tinted blue," they both realized in unison 
"That's also strange, because -ahh, bloody. 
Daltrey startled as a spider, no larger than an apple seed, dropped down the sash and onto the sill. 


Grabbing the pull-cord of the blinds, he set the suspended, gathered slats tumbling down to crush the intruder 


just as soon -obscuring one lookout on the world outside the mysterious hallway. 


Apparently, the blue glass lookout was no longer worth his time attempting to understand, with any chance 
there would be something easier to. 


"Oh, for crying out loud; that great of a reaction over something hundreds of times smaller than you," Waters 
scoffed "Never mind that. So far, we've got four oddly exposed bricks -taken however we might take that - 


behind blue glass overlooking wherever we are in this world-" 


"some odd chandelier, and an intruder," Daltrey cut in, indignant pout slipping through into his tone and just 
managing to turn down the corners of his lips. "Call it as small or insignificant as you want. It's startling 
enough to find out someone's there with you when you don't expect them to be there -and who knows who 


<i>else</i> might be here!" 


"You have a point, depending on what kind of company the other might entail” Waters sternly pointed Daltrey 
along the first bend of the hallway with him. 


It was an odd, slight turn in the walls, though immediately, it turned again, continuing in the same direction for 
a short distance before there appeared to be another bend like it realigning the rest of the hallway on the 
other side with the one they'd come from. 


In the bumped-out portion they'd entered, a set of double-doors to one side led into what appeared to be 
some common room with windows stretching from the floor to the ceiling, covered by heavy drapes that 


blocked the dreary weather outside. 
"Well, this place looks more hospitable than anything else so far," Daltrey declared. 


Indeed, it was fully furnished, with several couches along the walls beneath the window, end tables, a fireplace, 
and book shelves full of novels Waters regarded as familiar. All of it was pushed close together within the 
space, rather than spread awkwardly apart. The soft, rhythmic ticking of a few antique clocks hanging on the 
walls contributed to the inviting atmosphere. 


"Its home," said Waters, as if the answer was obvious. 


Though it still bore no true resemblance to any place either Roger looking in once knew, it looked more like past 
homes than any intended part of their respective hallways did, containing small, detailed, familiar items. It 
wasn't just the arrangement of furniture, but the presence of memorabilia their hallways were all void of. 
Waters internally noted, with more than a touch of sadness as all the clocks in the room struck the half- 
hour at once, a Siamese cat curled up sleeping on a couch. At least from a distance, it was the spitting image 
of Syd's cat, Sam -perhaps one of the last living beings who had ever managed to pull a moment of mental 


lucidity from him. 


"Oh, look up there," Daltrey suggested aloud, pointing to a bookshelf where a case of explosives had been 
tucked away between a couple of worn, inconspicuous books. The books turned forward on the lower shelf, so 
that their covers were fully on display, no doubt, concealed some stash of drugs or liquor. Splintered wood 


characteristic of an old Gibson SG lay kicked beneath an end table placed between two catty-correred sofas. 


Not so hidden was a kicked-through bass drum head, not so much nailed to the wall as it was pinned in by a 


bullet that resembled some of the ones from John's ammunition stash. 


"Very much a finding of note," Waters ceded, briefly giving way to a more empathetic expression in exchange 
with the devastated one Daltrey wore as he reached up to touch the last too-familiar item, never quite finding 


the courage to make contact. 


Then, returning to the search at hand, Waters glanced from a well-worn Wurlitzer tucked away in the far 
corner of the room, down to the crowded coffee table, then to a chair closer to a window, and a map of 
Scotland on the wall to the other side of the cloaked glass. "I'm not certain whose scientific textbooks those 
are beside the telescope and these maps of constellations .or who would have left behind a saxophone and a 
motorcycle helmet, but there's still a chance we'll find out yet. When we've had a look at everything else, of 


there's time to return 


Their quick look inside gave little evidence anyone had the opportunity to spend much more time there than 
the duration they'd stayed, though turning around, directly across from the doors was an odd indentation in 
the wall, barely two feet wide and two feet deep. In it, a yellow-orange hued umbrella with an odd, white 
fringe about the bottom lay discarded. There was a mat placed on the floor of the indentation, absorbing the 
raindrops still dripping from the material. Rain was still pattering the roof, quite violently -all the more 


encouragement to stay inside and investigate, rather than seek immediate escape. 
"Is this yours?" Waters inquired, looking to Daltrey and raising an eyebrow. 


"No." Daltrey quickly dismissed the idea "Though it's strange. It seems familiar. lim almost certain I've seen 


it somewhere, though | don't recognize it. | can't place it with anyone | know." 


"Well, it's not mine -and unless that appearance had some meaning, | wouldn't allow myself to be seen with it, if 
it WAS in fact my possession. Seems silly to have such an impractical design" Waters smirked, crossing his 
arms and gazing sideways to Daltrey. "Well, there's only one meaning certain of this" 


"What's that?" 


"That's recently been used, which means somebody else HAD to have been here not long ago. Moreover, as 


we suspected, we are, in fact, not on our own" 


Daltrey looked down at the floor, which was spotless, and at the indentation, which still only held the umbrella 


and mat. 
"Well, that also goes to explain everything else in that room. Only one person, or more, do you think?" 


"At least one other, and it's possible more, though we'll need more reason to assume that, unless we happen 


upon all of whoever might be here at once." 


"How are there no wet footprints on the floor?" asked Daltrey suddenly. "There are no shoes left behind here 
with the umbrella, on either side." 


"There's also not an exterior door directly in sight from here. It is possible for one to leave his shoes by the 
door, or wipe them dry," Waters proposed. "Though it is odd anyone would do that and still bring the umbrella 
over here, assuming we're not near a door. Also, a novel thought -whoever else is here may have cleaned up 
after himself -or themselves, depending -if there was ever a mess left behind | suspect YOU often left most 


of the mess to your bandmates to clean, aside from when it was only convenient to you." 


It wasn't appreciated the one time | did for only their own good, so from that point on, | left it to Pete and 
John," Daltrey confessed, "and instead, | distanced myself and chose not to contribute to those messes, in 


particular, while striving to maintain what stable public appearance of us | possibly could" 


"If we're here for some time, you'll be doing your part in any tasks we face," Waters commanded, "and perhaps 


you'll learn to THINK before acting so that your efforts might indeed be helpful." 


lm not here to babysit; Im trying fo figure out what the hell this place is, and he's coming along, for whatever help 
he could possibly be, given he's here, and we've yet to ascertain if its a favorable situation or not in that we're 
NOT alone in this place! 


The other side of the straightaway of the hallway concealed by the slight bend and indentation of walls did not 
hide much other than another empty corridor like the one they'd first explored, until it terminated at another 
t-shaped intersection of doors, with two doors straight ahead, and two doors on other sides with partial 
windows indicating they connected to smaller hallways. 


They noticed a vacuum cleaner and mop staged outside the insulated door straight ahead of them on the left, 
which appeared to go down to a connected garage. A couple of clangs were audible from behind it, as well as 


some muffled profanities. 
"Well, I'd say we've got someone there, as well as evidence the floor was indeed cleaned up." 


"He doesn't sound very approachable." Daltrey winced at the sound of a metallic clang and frustrated 


grumbling. "Should we look everywhere else before coming back?" 
"If that's what you'll do," Waters stated, sounding both annoyed and resigned. 


"| don't expect to be any less willing by then" Defensiveness spiked Daltrey's voice, and began dulling his 
features into something stony and aggravated. "I'm just asking, would there be a chance he'd be less agitated 
and perhaps easier to approach given the time to deal with whatever that's all about?" 


"He MIGHT," replied Waters, still curt and resigned. "Though, do realize there is also a chance that he will no 
longer be there when we return, and we will have to look beyond here, should he not find us along the way, 


first" 


He approached the door straight ahead on the right, which turned out to be the exterior door and entrance, 
but on opening the inner door and taking a look out the glass storm door still sealing them to the outside 
world, the steps leading down plunged into what had to be at least three feet deep of flooding, possibly more. 
Either way, it was too dark to see what was in it, or to gauge how deep it would become moving further 


away. 


"We're not going out there, are we?" Daltrey gaped at the flood water lapping at the foundation of the 
mysterious building. 


"Pray tell me how? Not while it's like this, unless we find good enough reason in here to risk getting ourselves 


killed" \Naters closed the door, then turned on the spot toward the hallway door on the right. 


"Do we dare open it?" asked Daltrey. You didn't go through the door | came through, and | didn't attempt to go 


through yours; we don't even know who we might find behind this one." 

"As if either of us wouldn't have eventually opened the other door on our end, had we not happened to exit in 
unison," Waters scoffed. "Oh, for sure, there's some risk. However, it doesn't change where we are or that 
we're stuck here. Best find out something, sooner than later." 


Thinking of the four exposed bricks, he posed his own hypothesis before turning the doorknob. 


‘Four bricks, four doors leading to separate hallways, and two of which we came from.. | assume from that 


it's wise to suspect we've got two other people in this building with us right now." 


"IF this hallway belongs to whoever's in the garage, we won't find anyone here," Daltrey followed. 


"And if it doesn't, | imagine there will be someone else we can ask for what they might know about these 
confines.. IF they know much more." Waters unceremoniously tossed open the door hard enough that it swung 


open quickly, but just gentle enough that it didn't slam into the wall. 
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The windows weren't tinted quite so dark in this hallway, though the hallway was just dim enough with the rain 
snuffing out the natural light that would come through otherwise to give a hint of melancholy. 


"Well, there's one component of what's intended to be like a house," suggested Daltrey, motioning to one door, 
rather dark and heavy-looking. A couple of small window panels showed a relatively bare living room 
immediately on the other side, not unlike the empty, lifeless rooms he and Waters had both found. Furniture 
present, but awkwardly apart so that a person in one chair would practically have to yell to speak to another. 
A set of steps near the back appeared to lead up to what both guessed to be bedrooms, considering what 
they'd found. A lighter, brighter door just down the way appeared to lead into a kitchen and dining area -still 
empty and sterile of life, with several windows that like the ones in the hall would have ordinarily let in plenty 
of light. 


The last door at the end led into what was intended to be the studio module of this sub-hallway, but it was 
far emptier than the similar modules either of them had seen earlier. This one was truly a shell of a studio, 
with just a mixing board and an empty guitar stand set in the front corner. Those were set before a wide- 
open, empty floor with walls just as empty to match, stretching for several feet, before terminating at a bay 
window, where a figure sat with his back turned to the rest of the room, staring out into the rain and wind 


beating at the trees outside the glass. 

"Have you managed to get everything in a state of order, or is there anything | can do to help you now?" 
Waters shot Daltrey a sidelong, accusatory glance, before looking ahead and venturing. 

| beg your pardon?" 

"| don't believe we've spoken yet," added Daltrey, "or that I've been down this way yet” He looked back up to 
Waters, as if to silently and indignantly tell him off for even the slightest chance he suspected he'd been lying 
when he'd stated he hadn't seen anyone else earlier on, or walked out about the building before they'd met. 
Waters didn't manage anything more than a slightly amused eyebrow raise at the unwarranted gaze of 
offense, before their attention was brought back to their most recent acquaintance, who then set aside the 
Guild twelve string that had been in his lap, allowing himself to shift around on the platform of the bay window 


to face them, equally bewildered, and almost overbearingly apologetic on realization. 


"Yes, | suppose we haven't," he replied, visibly fighting the bashful reflex to look away and toward the ground, 
‘and that I've just now confused both of you as well. 


"Don't look like that, you look like I'd waste the energy smacking you over something as small as that," scoffed 
Waters. "Indeed, you have confused us, but that's nothing that can't be cleared up." 


The implied question, Why dont you fell me what YOU know? hung in the air, deafeningly. 


"| did offer to help in the garage, if the two of you happened to catch any sign of what's happened with the 
fellow from Queen," he assured, possibly himself as much as the two Rogers staring him down from the 
doorway. "The one whom | thought had walked in here didn't want anyone else near his car until the flooding 
there was under control. | could see why, though; it's claustrophobic enough for one person down in there. 
There's lots of debris floating around to trip over. Another person unsure of where anything is and where to 
go could be seen as another obstacle, given enough frustration At least that's how | can see it, if I'm to be 


logical and not see it as anything personal. I'm sure it's not, anyway. If that can even tell enough about it” 
‘Possibly so, or perhaps the opposite." Waters walked toward the bay window. 


The sheer contrast between Waters and the third occupant of the mysterious house they'd crossed paths 
with was both unnerving and humorous. Waters stood tall, imposing and commanding, looking mysterious and 
intimidating with his sharp, narrow eyes and figure clad in tight, dark clothing that accentuated his hard angles. 
He stared down, intended inquisitive glower resembling more of a glare, with only the slightest hint of wary 
uncertainty betraying the outward confidence he projected. 


His perfect antithesis, Roger Hodgson, who was plenty tall in his own right, but small by comparison even while 
standing, gazed up from where he sat in the window bay with wide, soft eyes half-blocked by a curled cowlick 
of hair hanging forward on the left, and body half-shielded by the one knee he'd drawn inward and hugged to 
his chest. White, draping garments served to further soften his features, leaving him with an approachable, 
submissive aura. There was a sweet, yet wistful hint to his gaze, suggesting that as open and inviting as he 
was attempting and genuinely wanted to be, there was a significant degree of shyness he struggled with and 


had yet to fully overcome. 
"Then that's probably not the greatest, nor the most important question at hand, | would believe." 
"Right, yet again,’ encouraged Waters. "Perhaps you would be capable of conjecturing what is? 


Granted the opportunity to ask questions, rather than having them repressed, Hodgson seemed a bit less 
abashed as he started to respond. In near, comically sad fashion, he didn't get much further than the 
slightest enunciation of the first syllable before startling along with Waters and Daltrey as the door swung 
open behind them. 


Daltrey had closed it to block out some of the noise from the rain on the hallway windows, for the little help 
it would do in everyone being able to hear each other. Unfortunately, it didn't open as quietly as it had shut 


when Roger Taylor made his way in 


“Alright, the disaster downstairs is back under control for now, to talk of something quite frustrating.’ He 
glanced up and did a double-take, making eye contact with the two new figures standing between himself and 


the one he'd come looking for. 
"Well, | guess the surprises aren't done coming today," he quipped. 
| sure hope they're over with -I've had enough," retorted Daltrey. "I am really getting fed up with this." 


"So am |. You don't hear me going on about it when it won't make much difference to talk without taking 
action," scolded Waters. 


Hodgson sighed, looking progressively more wistful as he made his statement: 


"You've got a right to say something's unpleasant in some way or another. Its one of the few things any of 


us may still all agree on" 
"See?" cried out Daltrey. "I'm only saying what's on me mind, for crying out loud!" 


"But if you recall, you already did just that, when you made quite the fuss about it earlier," reminded Waters. 


"So, in the meantime-" 


"MNngh-mnhhn!" With a surprisingly guttural hum of discouragement, Taylor shook his head and sternly 
motioned for both Daltrey and Waters to stop their argument. 


"Sensitive topic," he mouthed softly, stealthily gesturing to Hodgson while he wasn't looking, and returning to his 
typical demeanor just as soon. "I wouldn't, if | were you. Enough of that; how about we all move down to my 

hallway before we all start asking every question there is. Unless yours are much different from this one, I'd 
suppose we'd all feel closest to home there. It's a wee bit lacking in certain, familiar details, but not 


uncomfortably so, and nor the opposite to the point of being overwhelming." 


"Why not, if for nothing but comparison's sake?" Waters was first to follow, pleased to see Hodgson quite 
readily rise from the window bay, curiosity undeterred by the situation, though carrying his guitar with him 
as if it were a comfort item -which it likely was. Resigned, Daltrey followed as they left behind the painfully 
bare studio, making their way back to the main hallway, and this time, taking the door to the left. 


Taylor had been truthful. The walls were bare of personal touches, and the same, rainy scene stood outside 
the windows, but the living spaces were not awkwardly sparse, and the studio had enough equipment, 
instruments, and chairs in it to seem almost normal for a corporate studio, rather than a home setting where 


the space could be made exactly as anyone wanted it to be. 


"Feel absolutely free to make yourselves at home as much as you choose, so long as it doesn't involve 
breaking everything,” Taylor insisted, moving instruments and stands that were in the way of a couple of 


chairs and a well-worn sofa. "I know some of you and your mates find fun in that -which is perfectly fine in 


your own territory. | can't say anyone can really be the judge of that. However, | do request it not happen 


here." 
"IF | have to respect it, you have to respect it” Waters smirked in Daltrey's direction 


"You're telling this to ME when I'M the only one who DOESN'T go around destroying instruments and hotels for 


entertainment!" hissed Daltrey 
"And you also can't tell when someone's just trying to get a rise out of you" 

"Whatever kind of a hell have | bloody landed meself in? Especially with you; | am fed up" 
"Oh, rather ungrateful considering how lost you seemed. That's alright; lm used to it- 


"HEY! Lock it up!" Taylor smacked the side of a snare for emphasis, but when that, along with his scold 
proved not enough to derail the argument, he closed his eyes and screamed the highest note he could reach. 


Which was fairly high, and enough to get everyone else's attention, for better or worse. 
"Add excessively mean-spirited arguments to that list, take it somewhere else if you must!" 


"Yes, thank you for the show of your upper range; let that NOT be an invitation for a literal screaming match 
between the three of you," Waters ordered. "Or I'LL be the one screaming at you, and | doubt you'll like it!" 


Daltrey seemed just the slightest spark disappointed for the briefest moment, at the lost opportunity to 
showboot, particularly to the newer acquaintances before him. On the contrary, Hodgson seemed more glum 


at the mere suggestion that they would have a screaming match, rather than the discouragement of one. 
Its no matter to fight about,” he spoke softly. "There's been more than enough of it for a century, anyway." 


Precisely. | apologize if | seemed a bit harsh earlier; there were bare, live wires just above the water in the 
garage beside where my car is parked; | did not want any additional motion splashing water up beyond what it 
would take me to change the fuse to the pump, as | did not want you, nor myself to be electrocuted" Taylor 
sighed. "Now that that is aside, | believe | disrupted a question when | came in, and everything spiraled away 


from it, so how about we go back to it?" 


He gestured toward Waters and Hodgson, of whom the former seemed pleasantly surprised and triumphant 
that for once, an idea had not been fully cast aside, and the latter appeared disoriented at first, having taken 


such great effort to tune out the argument, he wasn't quite sure if he was being spoken to. 


"So, about that more important question at hand" Waters crossed his arms and sat back expectantly. "About 


bloody time we got to it” 


"Perhaps its not one question, but a series of them, all around why the four of us, of all possible people would 
end up here together. | suppose it would be easiest to start by asking what we've got in common, aside from 


the obvious, because that really doesn't tell us much about who we are, anyway." 
"We're all musicians of some kind, originating from the same country," Daltrey fired. 
"Also quite easy a conclusion to come to." Waters was unimpressed. 


"Fair," Daltrey conceded without taking offense for once. "Besides that, | guess there's another Roger out 
there who plays base, and he ought to be here with us if that is it. Though | wonder if there would be any 


chance he would appear here with us before we ask any further-" 
"No!" scolded Taylor and Waters in unison. 


"It is quite a mess enough as it is; how about we all settle in before adding to it?" continued Taylor. "We 
barely know each other, and | think we'd best go about getting to and finding some common ground we can 


understand this by -without waiting for anything else to stack up." 
Waters was a bit less optimistic in his reasoning. 


"One extreme hippie in this house is enough, for now, and preferably as long as we might be here, if it was a 
matter entirely up to me," he declared, questioning how often he might not be lucky enough to get his way, 
even sensing he had the most imposing mind and personality. "And after one I've dealt with for almost too long, 
l'm just grateful the one here at least knows how to take a fucking shower!" 


"Really, can any of you here manage more than ten minutes without having something negative to say about 
your band mates?" Imploring softly, Taylor didn't even sound condescending as any other person posing such a 


question would have; he was purely perplexed. 


"| can," Hodgson ventured, "even though we've had a rather unfortunate track record of it these past few 


months." 


"You're still together?" Daltrey gawked. "The whole scene thought that you all would be a thing of the past 


just a couple of years ago." 


"Of course they are," groaned Waters, shaking his head and pressing palms to his temples. "Have you not paid 


any attention beyond your own little world where you're as important as you make yourself out to be?" 


| wasn't exactly going through an easy time meself at the turn of the decade; trying to hold a band together 
in the face of tragedy while everyone wanted to numb out their sorrows in the very vices that led to it" 
Daltrey snapped. "Not to mention, trying to continue on when it's just not the right fit. We don't ‘ave the 


right person -if there truly exists one -but no disrespect, ‘s not even close-" 


"Once again." Waters heaved a sigh, casting sidelong stinkeye toward Daltrey until he trailed off in his 


rambling, indignant and embarrassed under the other's gaze. 


"Oh no, no, no; let's not have a fight and speak ill of our mates. Thats counterproductive to the discussion. | 
understand that was a difficult time," Taylor attempted to empathize, taking the opposite approach with 
appeasement. "Rest assured, the entire scene mourned with you. And no, | don't think it ever truly can be 
the same, and that's something to reconcile with that certainly takes some time to accept. But, what you've 
got to remember is exactly what you and your mates have repeated over and over in the press -Keith would 
want The Who to continue on One thing all of you have said in agreement. You can't lose sight of that, no 
matter how hard it is to keep it going and make it feel right." 


"You say this as if you expect to face the same tragedy, Daltrey finally spoke, after a moment of being 


stunned into silence. 


"To be truthful, | am," Taylor admitted, "if nothing | expect to face for quite some time, and even if it was 
approaching fast, it would not be my place to make it known to the world Either way, | reckon we could say 


that's one thing we've got." 


He turned back to Hodgson, who had settled back into his odd position, hugging one leg to his chest, watching 


the others’ interaction forlornly. 
"I imagine you all have been trying very hard to keep it together with that ability to." 


"Granted the ability to all be together, without a tragedy to take that away from us, yes," confirmed Hodgson, 
voice dropping to something just above a whisper. "I'm sure the others will try to, anyway. But I'm not long 


for Supertramp." 


"So the implication of that last album title really is true," mused Waters, hard features giving way to 


something a bit more understanding. You know as well as anyone else. 


"As much as we hoped it would, and hoped it would not be at the same time. I've mere weeks left with them, 


until the end of this tour." 


Waters thought about making a remark of the four exposed bricks in the wall, now having proof of the 
relevance he'd suspected, but decided to keep quiet, unsure of how well anyone else would understand it. 


Taylor and Hodgson might, he had his reasonable doubts on Daltrey. 


"Its a good thing," Hodgson insisted, speaking up with forced confidence, as if reassuring himself of the fact 
more important than emotions creating doubt. "I know it is. Even if | should end up going back one day, it 
can't go on the way it has been. We're stifling each other -and I'm probably the most guilty of it, which is 
why its only right. | want to do my own thing, chase my own dreams, and that shouldn't hold Rick back any 
more than he's already allowed it to. None of us have taken this lightly when we've been with each other for 


so long, but its what's best -for exactly that reason." 


"You seem a rather important component of what you all have become, wouldn't you say?" asked Taylor. "Is it 


really such a good thing for you to leave?" 


“There will be downsides to it, I'm sure. Of course it won't be the same, but we've already had proof with our 
last effort of an album that we cannot sustain that together, either, so there's not much to save. The rest 
of them have more than enough talent to carry on without me. Rick will still have John to help him along, and 
I've been trying to find more confidence in myself -I have, with time outside of school to explore that. But | 
won't get any further in it where | am. | suppose fear of being at the front of it all has made it last as long 
as it has, too," Hodgson figured, "but it's past time | overcome it, and l'm sure | will. There have been other 


reluctant frontmen who figured it out." 


"Well, more power to all of you," Waters declared, "both for going about it respectfully, and for having the 


talent to continue alone." 
Hodgson regarded him, silent and incredulous at first, then with empathetic realization. 
"So what appeared to be a title of finality really is that for you as well” 


"They all go back and forth, insisting it's not," admitted Waters, "but | know better, and | won't fall for anything 
else. We may last a bit longer, as there's no definite ending yet, but l'm not long for Pink Floyd, myself.” 


"Is it anybody's choice in particular?" 
Waters shook his head. "If | had my way, | would stay for some time. But I'm not important here anymore." 


"Yes, you arel" Hodgson's voice threatened to tremble with sudden, uncharacteristic interjection, tugging 


Water's heartstrings with it. 


And yet you insist the opposite of yourself, but your reaction betrays what your subconscious, conflicted feelings 
still are. 


Waters lowered his voice, sitting up and shifting forward to look Hodgson in the eyes. 


"You're kind -almost too kind for this business, and perhaps that's why you'll be better suited on your own, 
unable to be pushed over by anyone elsewhere desires, or made to feel unkind for standing up for your 
creative image. | believe our schooling had enough of that effect on both of us, and in taking the opposite 
method of coping with it, | am in the opposite place of you. | won't spare them my opinion, and I'm regarded as 
cruel and evil for it. Yes, my contributions may be important, but they also cannot be if nobody will listen to 
them. And since the latter has become nearly constant compared to the former, | am no longer important 


there, and will have to find my own way where | am." 


"And what do they expect to do without you?" asked Daltrey, much to Waters' amusement. 


Coming from the one who was threatened to be cast out for raising to much opposition, only to realize he could 


NOT make it on his own. 


"Ah, now THAT is perhaps the best question that YOU have raised all day. | don't know how to answer it 


myself, nor do | intend to find out when the time arrives. It won't be my problem to address." 
Once again, he sat back, this time in smug satisfaction 


"Well, that's quite a lot" Taylor heaved a sigh. "Dear me, that's quite a lot of dilemma -sadly, something we 


seem To have in common, too. ls everyone quite alright?" 
"Bloody fucking fantastic," Daltrey grumbled. "Seems we're all in crisis, or have been 


"So it is; | don't think we can deny it -your case in particular," Hodgson offered, "but let's not be overly cynical 


and make it out to be worse than it is. What can we all learn from each other while we're here?" 

"Oh, | would think a lot if everyone listened and respected each other," Taylor agreed. "Now there's especially 
something for the three of you, more than |. Differences of musical opinion from your band mates. But what 
opinions do we have in common?" 

"| greatly like what you do," Daltrey piped up in return to Taylor. "Yes, we put on quite the show, but the 
four of you do without being destructive about it, and none of you seem to find any sin in being what Pete 
always calls flamboyant.” 

"Spoken like a true, superficially talented, egocentric frontman," Waters curtly quipped. 


Taylor closed his eyes, held up a finger, and inhaled noisily with exasperation What did | say? 


"Well, | see nothing wrong in how any of your perform, and it wouldn't be my place to suggest you do so any 


differently, right?" he replied, turning to Daltrey. 
"You seem to know what it's like to be the mediator in a group, too," Daltrey suggested. 


"If that's so, | feel fortunate to not have needed to use that skill as much in any year's time as I've needed it 
today," groaned Taylor, still holding enough restraint to not rant of being equally -if not more fed up. 


"Well," declared Waters, turning to Hodgson and folding his hands together, "on a less depressing note, | realize 


we've explored a few similar themes, as the saying goes about great minds." 


"You had the guts to explore the side of it we chose not to," Hodgson said respectfully. "Perhaps in 
combination, both of us covered the bases of the different perspectives of that source of self-repression we 


all knew once." 


"lIl also have you know my guitarist, despite his lack of touch with words that you have some capability with, 
has quite a lot of respect for you. He's been quite inspired by your work with the electric guitar over the 


years." 


"Then you'll have to thank him for his kindness, the next time you all are able to speak and truly hear each 
other." Hodgson deflected his gaze toward the ground with a shy smile. "I certainly hope people have enjoyed 
my work with it, and it is an honor that there are people who will compare it to those who are considered or 
regarded as legends. Though, to be truthful, I've never liked it as much as playing the acoustic. In fact, | used 


to say | enjoyed bass more than guitar, before spending more time exploring the acoustic." 


"Really? Do tell why; I'm genuinely curious why you would say so, when the ability to make the electric wail 


seems to be the claim to fame these days." 


"I believe -and this could be representative of quite a number of experiences related to music, | suppose - 
there's a certain direct connection between the musician and an acoustic guitar that can be lost” Hodgson 
perked up, eyes glazing over with musical ecstasy just from giving the description "You touch the strings, and 
play the guitar; it speaks directly to you. The electric guitar does, too, to a point, though to make the depth 
of its voice fully heard, it has to speak to you through an amplifier. That allows for any odd number of added 
effects and translations -which can be fun to have, and can be the best way to make the statement when 
used properly. But in losing sight of that, | think a lot meant to be conveyed by the music can eventually 
become lost in translation At what point does the complex statement become gibberish? And at what amount 
does it stop being anything other than playing around -which | suppose there's a threshold of how much is 


charming, and how much is too much?" 


"A spectacular and sophisticated question!" Waters clapped his hands together. "Oh, you'll do just fine on your 
own. But lets ponder that-" 


"| would HOPE none of us would have an issue with that, considering we're some of the penultimate musicians 
of our time!" Once again, Daltrey huffea, perturbed and defensive, standing up and pacing about the room, 
making his turns in angry flounces about his heels. 

Waters tossed his head back and chortled, despite Hodgson's soft whisper beside him. 

"Oh, please do let it go; don't embarrass him." 


There you go, mate, get comfortable speaking up for yourself. You're coming along 


"Yes, at what point do we try to sound sophisticated by using extravagant terms we don't understand how to 


use correctly, and instead end up sounding the fool?" 


"What do you mean? Are we not amongst some of the best, most influential artists?" 


"I believe you meant ‘quintessential, mate; unless you meant to imply we're only just above those barely 
making it," explained Taylor, as discreetly as he could. 


"Well then, slip of the tongue. Don't tell me none of YOU have ever mixed your words one time or another in 
your lives; | don't see why it's got to be a fucking crime if | do." Daltrey sat down hard to sulk in a chair 


away from the others, and unaware that this chair was top-heavy, nearly tipped it back 


At the last second, he saved the chair and himself from going over, but the back knocked into the edge of the 
drum kit in the corner of the studio, causing half of it to go crashing down. 


With a huge sigh, Taylor rose from his place on the sofa, walked over, and stooped back down to pick up the 
mess, as if it was the umpteenth he'd cleaned in the couple of odd hours they'd been there. As far as the 
others were aware, it was. 

"Doesn't ever really stop, does it?" he asked, rhetorically. 

"No, it really doesn't" Waters smirked over the scene. 

Casting a sympathetic look, Hodgson stooped down beside him to offer help, and this time, Taylor didn't 
discourage it. As he gave his assistance, Hodgson also attempted to dispel Daltrey's obvious, bitter 
embarrassment. 


"Well, since we spoke of him earlier, perhaps that's a nod in memory to Keith Moon?" 


"Perhaps one of the more frustrating attributes of him, but | guess we all loved him for it, too, damn it," 
Daltrey sighed. "No, it really doesn't ever stop; perhaps that's not as bad as it seems." 


"Right then," said Waters, standing up, triumphant with one solid conclusion rising from hours ahead he 
supposed of indeed would not stop. "Let's get on with it" 


